THE   SPANISH  WAR
Another Cataloman whom I met was a major of slight
build and middle age.   He had managed to leave Barce-
lona  in  August   after  having   been the  eyewitness of
terrible massacres and crimes    I never dared ask him
what had happened to his family, as he bore the half-
dazed, half-fixed look of those who have been through
the fire of mental suffering and who only live for the
single objective of revenge on those who   had  been   re-
sponsible for the torturing of their dear ones    Through-
out these months in Spain it was a delicate matter ever
to question anybody as to what had happened to his
family—mother, wife, or sisters—so terrible are the con-
sequences of any civil war, but especially of one wraged
by the pagan Reds encouraged by Moscow.   This major
told me, however, of his escape from Barcelona.   He had
been wandering round the city, living from hand to
mouth and never daring to go to his own house where he
would have been recognised, and still less to one of his
country  seats  in  the  vicinity  of  the  city.   One  day,
however, he met a man who was a well-known leader of
a smuggler band, reputed to know all the paths across
the hills into France.   He went up to the man and asked
him if he would smuggle him out of the country.
"I can pay you nothing now/' he told the smuggler,
"and it all depends which side wins in the present war if
I can ever pay you anything. But, if the Nationalists
win, I guarantee on my word of honour that I will give
you ten thousand pesetas." The smuggler who, though
piofessmg absolute political neutrality, must for some
reason or other have had a secret but prudent leaning
towards the Anti-Reds, fell in with the proposal and
promised to take the man out of the country. "I make
one condition," he said, "that is, that whatever I say you
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